So clown in successive descents,

Downward the loop: ridge falls,
Through the feathery birrh,

White-stemmed, gnarled and twisted by tempests,

Ever the nearest of trees to the snow,

Fast the radiant gentian-beds,

To the pines at last,

To the pointed pines:

Tiny they seem, those pines.

In the deep blue gulf of air:

Yet each a two-hundred foot giant:

Upward they climb, the pines,
Four thousand feet, from the valley,
Where, hard by the grey Liddar-stream,

The stern-voiced, ice-fed Liddar,
Our little encampment stands.

On our own ethereal level, our neighbours,
The snow-veiled, rock-ridged peaks.
Dream in the silence.

Yet it is not utterly silent.

This world of the snows;

For hark, that distant thunderous roar

Is an avalanche, crashing its way resistless

From yon great peak, down its dizzy Hanks,

To the forest below,

Whirling the pines in ruin.

0 God of this marvellous world of the mountains,
On this airy ultimate throne of Thy glory,
Washed with this lustral profusion of golden light.
We give Thee the praise of our hearts.
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